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Fall outs 


Disclaimer: Don't own them... sigh. 


"B-Bobby!" 


Rikki pushed away the hands crawling up his soft chest, pouting. The face against his shoulder moved slightly, 
and he could feel the smile break out on the bassists' lips. He himself, was in no way pleased and wanted to 
leave, but unfortunately, there were two legs pinning him to the bed. 


Bobby smirked, eyeing the drummer up and down. "What baby, you can't tell me this isn't just as good or, hell 


better than being with Bret.. or some chick.. same difference." 


The blond shrugged, hoping that would be a sign for Bobby to leave. Nope. "It always hurts, so really, its not 


gonna be different with you or him." Bobby raised his eyebrows, eyes slanting. He leaned down low, mouth so 


close to Rikki's ear that he went ahead and licked it. 


"It won't hurt too bad with me, lover, Bret's just a dick. |, on the other hand, care about you." Rikki chuckled, 
running his hand through Bobby's black hair gently, his other arm circled around his neck. 


"That's sweet, but don't lie just to fuck me, | don't need it right now.. with the whole Vince situation" Bobby 
sighed, sitting up. He wasn't going to get action tonight then, not when Rikki was like this and he wasn't going to 
try and take advantage of him. 


‘Since you're obviously pissed and, even if you dont want to admit it, hurt, tell me about it" Rikki laid his head 
in Bobby's lap, eyes big and sad. 


"He's having one of those identity crises or whatever. We hardly spend any time together anymore and | feel 
left out. He's always going to Motley Crue like they're his fucking best friends and they hate him!" Bobby's 
eyes widened, Rikki didn't usually raise his voice and he didn't get all pissy over Bret and who he fucked. 


"Well, sweetie, that's a tough case to solve, but since | love ya, I'll help ya" Rikki smiled, moving to hug his 
waist. Bobby couldn't help but trace those soft, kissable lips with his finger and barely refrained himself from 
leaning down and claiming them. "First, when ya do see him, ask him if he thinks y‘all are friends, gets ‘em 


every time, heh. Can you do that for me babe?" 


Rikki nodded, eyeing where Bobby's finger was going. It almost went into his mouth, but he made a biting motion 
and it backed off. Rikki nearly snickered, but Bobby glared so he looked up with innocent eyes. "Sorry." 


Bobby mumbled something that could very well be, ‘you better be' before clicking his tongue. Rikki giggled and 
it let off a chain reaction, causing Bobby to giggle and sneak his hand inside of Rikki's tight jeans without him 


knowing until-- 


Smack. 


He knew now and Bobby had a bright red hand print on his face. 


Bobby sighed.. he needed to get laid, Rikki sure wasn't putting out for tonight.. C.C. was annoying and kind of 
ugly.. Bret well, he didn't like Bret.. so he had to make do then Either no sex or try to get Rikki in the mood. 


Second one got him laid faster... 


"Rikki... You don't need that bull-shitter when you have me." Rikki looked skeptical, but still so fucking adorable. 


"And why do | #need* you? How do | know you're not just a bull-shitter, too?" Bobby smirked, things were 
getting flirty and he couldn't have been happier. He leaned in close, lips almost touching the drummers. 


"Because I'll treat you like | love you, not like a fucking toy that can be replaced” 


Rikki shivered, lust present in his eyes. "Ohhh, | like it already. Think you can stick to your word?" Bobby was 
so close to just pinning the blond to the bed and fucking his brains out. 


"Fuck yeah sweets, with a pretty baby like you on my arm, I'm sure | can manage." Rikki jumped into his arms, 
planting sloppy kisses on his neck while his hands worked on Bobby's tight leathers. 


Bobby moaned, head rolling back. Just having Rikki's body so close to his, so soft and curvy, made him hard as 
a rock. He'd had an eye on the sexy sweet blond for such a long time, but somebody already had him wrapped 
around his fingers and it pissed him off. 


Just as Bobby got into their little moment, the door swung open, followed by an annoying high pitch voice. 


"So you two are fucking behind my backl?" 


Bret Michaels... 


Perfect. 


Despite Rikki's attempts at trying to pull away, Bobby held him closer and despite Bret's angered voice, he 


kissed him harder. 


Bret was still standing in the doorway, eyes on fire. 


Let him stand. 


yeah, this just popped into my head..? 


